of distinction accompanied me into a separate room, in which a table of fifty covers was laid. The ladies only took their seats around it; the gentlemen stood behind them.
Comte Frochot, then Prefect of the Seine, was not only a man of sense, but possessed all the qualifications that could be required to take the lead with advantage in such a ceremony. He was a well-bred man, uniting politeness with dignity, and doing the honors of the civic feast with as much ease as those of his own house. In the connection with which my place in the entertainment threw me with him, he acted in the most graceful manner possible; but, to say the truth, in Junot's absence I had no business whatever at the Hotel de Ville, and matters would have proceeded on this occasion perfectly well without me.
The Count was thoroughly agreeable; and this qualification, so essential in society, was peculiarly useful to him in the vast galleries of the H6tel de Ville, where were congregated not only the most considerable capitalists of France, but all the great, the noble, the eminent for birth or favor, whom Europe deputed as her representatives at Paris. There was Metternich, the Austrian Ambassador; M. de Tolstoi, from Russia; the Baron de Brockhausen, the Prussian Minister; the Ambassador of Spain, and the crowd of Envoys from the German Courts, among which Bavaria, Saxony, and Wirtemberg held the rank of kingdoms.
About this period I received a confidential and very interesting letter from Madrid, written to me only, by a Spaniard of position and ability. I am obliged to withhold his name, and regret that family considerations impose this reserve upon me. This letter was addressed to me because its writer was a friend of mine, and because, knowing my situation in the Imperial Court, he hoped that I might prove the means of some important truths reaching the Emperor's ears. He did not know that Napoleon never listened to a woman. I regretted, however, that I had not received this letter before my memorable audience, as I should certainly have spoken of some of its contents without giving the whole up to him.
(< Spain,>} the writer says, <( is lost; probably you have no idea of the causes of the evil. First on the list stand